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Jesus Born In A Stable 
Is Taught In A Palace 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Sister, We spoke, 


you and I, in my last letter, 


about hunger and love. The hunger of youth for God, and 
the love that is yours and that once more must clothe the 
Word Who is God with the flesh of that life, that love, of 


yours—for youth to see, and 


touch, and be filled. 


Today I want to talk about poverty. The Holy 
Poverty, that, through one of your vows, is your constant 
companion. Beautiful and beyond compare is that vow of 
yours! Making you handmaidens to Lady Poverty. Shaping 
you daily into the likeness of Him Who was born in a dirty 
manger, and died naked on a roughly-hewn cross. 


Like a chorus to a song of 
infinite beauty are your col- 
lective words, “we” and 
“ours,” which show con- 
stantly your freedom from 
all possessions. The very 
garb you wear makes us 
think of Poverty embraced 
for the sake of Love. 

A Sign Of Scandal 

But ... today you have 
become a sign of contradic- 
tion to many. To others a 
sign of bewilderment. And 
to many others — I hate to 
say this, but say it I must— 
a sign of scandal! These 
people think it strange that 
women dedicated, under 
vow, to complete poverty for 
God’s sake, should vie with 
each other in erecting ever 
more elaborate buildings to 
house their pupils, and to 
give some of them a stand- 
ard of living that will make 
them discontented for life 
with the standards they 
knew at home. 

It seems as if our modern 
Catholic schools and _ col- 
leges are competing with 
the secular institutions, 
mostly on worldy lines, and 
are giving in more and more 
to a compromise .with that 
same world Christ denounc- 
ed so utterly, so violently. 

Is that all we Catholics 
have to offer our children? 
Better and bigger swimming 
pools? Fancier and more 
luxurious private rooms? 
Streamlined dormitories? 

Is our contribution to 
education only modernistic 
and efficient cafeterias? And 
ultra modernistic smoking 
rooms where youth can play 
cards between classes? 

Is that to be the school of 
future saints? 

Do you really think that 
modern Catholic youth 
MUST HAVE THESE OR GO 
TO A SECULAR COLLEGE? 

Could it possibly be that 
if the fullness of the Faith 
were given them, they would 
accept the Cross — a modi- 
cum of simplicity and pov- 
erty in the way of buildings 
and in the matter of space— 
with a great and holy joy? 
I think it could be, indeed. 

That very simplicity, 
Sister, that very modicum of 
poverty, would condition 
them to be children of God 
make them strong of char- 
acter and spirit. 

Higher Learning Higher 

This is the time to face 
this vital issue. Tuition fees 
for Catholic colleges have 
soared skywards, mostly be- 





cause of the cost of build- 
ings, and the maintenance of 
same. Thus Catholic schools 
are excluding from their 
doors thousands of worthy, 
and intelligent young people. 
whose parents cannot, no 
matter how they try, keep 
up with the Catholic rich- 
bucks in the outrageous cost 
of higher Catholic education. 

What has happened? Is 
it possible that secularism, 
that shadowy but potent 
spawn of the prince of dark- 
ness, has entered the holy 
walls of your institution? I 
hate to believe it. But if this 
is not,so, what HAS happen- 
ed? We know the evils of 
secularism even here in the 
back woods of Canada. But 
why should you become 
acquainted with them? 

You who are dedicated to 
holy poverty, whose eyes, 
hearts, minds, and souls are 
constantly beholding Christ, 
the Poor Man—do you think 
that the way to get pupils 
is to offer them colleges de- 
signed by high-priced archi- 
tects and meant to be sym- 
bols only of luxury, wealth, 
and material beauty? 

Why? Do you think you 
can the better teach Christ 
in the midst of super-modern 
comforts? Do you think you 
have to surround your malle- 
able young people with 
affluence and grandeur to 
show them the bleakness and 
the agony that walked with 
Him on the road to Calvary? 

Lessons In A Barn? 

A college run in a barn, a 
big barn if need be — as so 
many were in the early days 
of many religious orders — 
and staffed by teachers 
burning with the love of 
God, would attract, in the 
thousands and the tens of 
thousands, that type of 
youth that hungers for 
Catholic education, and that 
needs it most. 

Incidentally, there. might 
be a manger in such a barn. 
There might also be a 
manger for the Infant Christ 
in many a pupil’s heart. 

I do not believe that boys 
and girls who went to such a 
school would miss all the 

lush and marble and tinted 
ile and knotty pine panel- 
ing you want to give them 
— the things you want to 
throw in with the Beatitudes, 
for instance, so that they 
will get their money’s worth. 

Call me a fool, dear Sister. 
Go ahead. But I will wager 
my life—which is all I have 


to bet—that if the nuns got 
rid of all these worldly, and 
costly, trappings, and _ re- 
turned to the pristine meth- 
ods and customs and pious 
regulations of their various 
Orders, and so announced, 
publicly, directly and vehe- 
mently, their schools would 
be mobbed by applicants. 

What is more — what is 
much more, Sister — your 
graduates would not then be 
conformists to a_ worldly 
standard. They would not 
COMPROMISE, ALL THE 
REST OF THEIR LIVES, 
BETWEEN THE TEACH- 
INGS OF GOD AND THE 
TEACHINGS OF THE 
WORLD. They would be 
RADICALS IN CHRIST. 

And they would SET THE 
WORLD ON FIRE WITH 
THE LOVE OF CHRIST? 

Want to bet? 

God bless you. 


Catherine. 
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Among The 
Lonely Hills 


W. C. Dwyer 














Perplexity is the right 
word (I imagine). But I 
could better express it in 
common everyday language, 
by saying that I am contin- 
ually in “one hell of a stew.” 

Not an Irish stew, mind 
you, for there are very few 
Irish in this “neck of the 
woods,” among the hills. 
This stew is not identical, 
unique or proper, either, to 
this place, because human 
nature seems to be the same 
wherever it may camp. — 
That is why I am writing 
about it, here. You might 
with a little introspection 
find, that this “stew” I am 
about to describe, in one 
form or another, may be 
your favorite dish. 

I would indeed be thor- 
oughly perplexed, discon- 
certed and lonely, on _ the 
lonesome trail I travel, if I 
did not have a slight knowl- 
edge of human nature and 
psychology sprinkled over 
with a little philosophy ... 
Then too, I can control my 
temper and cool my irrita- 
tion by recalling, that people 
have immortal souls (the 
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How It Feels To Be A 
Staff Worker In F.H. 


By Patricia Conners 


The poster on the wall proclaims in large letters: 
“Staff worker applicants come to Friendship House — all 
Catholics, all races, all nationalities — to grow in love of 
God and through it to restore all things in Christ — by 
personal sanctification (prayer and mortification), knowl- 
edge of God — leading to love of God and neighbor — and 
by love expressed in service and sacrifice.” 

All summer long these words were before me before 
the spirit of them was brought home to me. This was the 
staff worker’s job. It was tremendous, and it was a lifetime 
work. What did it mean to me? 


After being one year in the 
apostolate of Friendship 
House how would I explain 
the words on the poster? 
How would I, explain what it 
meant to be a staff-worker 
—at least from my view- 
point. 

A Lonely Life 

Perhaps one of the first 
reactions is the knowledge 
that we stare loneliness right 
in the face. Loneliness that 
comes from being physically 
parted from family, from 
friends, from places and 
things that have become 
dear to us. It is often painful 
but it is never bitter; for 
after all it is Christ we are 
following, Christ who was 
lonely and alone; and it is 
Christ who comforts us in 
our loneliness. And so many 
in the world whom we must 
reach are lonely; also it 
makes us more akin to those 
we must love and serve. 

At times we are over- 
whelmed by our own person- 
al inadequacy. We want to 
set the world on fire for 
Christ. Instead, we wash 
dishes. We want to preach 
the love of God. But we type 
or address envelopes. We 
want to be another St. Fran- 
cis, rising like a flame and 
burning the hearts of men. 
But all we ever burn are pots 
and pans. 

How impatient we become 
with ourselves and our in- 
adequacy! 

But in this knowledge, 
how much more do we rely 
on His Infinite Adequacy and 
how much less on our own 
personal abilities, though 
they be great or small. And 
our impatience with our- 
selves is tempered by the 
fact that we KNOW He will 
show us the way, whether it 
be the way of the ordinary 
or the way of the extraor- 
dinary. 

The exterior “giving up” 
of salary, family, friends, etc. 
(which so often brings a cer- 
tain admiration) is of less 
importance than the interior 
surrender — the surrender 
which no one, except God 
and the individual ever 
knows, or ever will know, 
about. This is the surrender 
that never seems to be final, 
for it must be renewed daily. 
This is the surrender that 
bit by bit makes one realize 
how much there is of self to 
surrender. 

But Not Alone 


And none of it can be done 





alone — we cannot face lone- 





liness alone, we cannot trust 
completely alone, we cannot 
surrender ourselves alone. 
But we can with Christ; and 
for this there must be a 
sound spiritual basis. In a 
life of activity, even when 
all our works are done solely 
for Christ, to keep it that 
way and to strengthen our 
apostolate, we must habitu- 
ally turn to Christ. 

There is peace and joy in 
our work. There is strength, 
consolation and encourage- 
ment in our prayers. Action 
and contemplation must be 
brought together and our 
action must flow from our 
contemplation. We can be- 
come so involved in good 
works, so very involved that 
the Martha in us tends to 
dominate the Mary. 


Against all the world’s 
maxims and against every- 
thing that seems natural 
and sensible, and even to the 
puzzlement of many Catho- 
lics, Christ did say “Mary 
has chosen the better part.” 
How can it be better to spend 
one’s life loving and con- 
templating God than to 
spend one’s life doing many 
things? 

We know that great saints 
combined the two but always 
with action flowing from 
contemplation. Many saints 
were contemplatives alone 
but there is no saint who was 
an activist only. So some- 
how we who are called to the 
active life must combine the 
two. We must lay great 
stress on our prayer life; and 
the more active we find we 
are tending to become the 
more we must return to the 
Source. ; 

A Call To Love 


We are called to restore all 
things in Christ — we are 
called to love Christ in our 
neighbor, and to serve Christ 
in our neighbor; but it is 
only Christ Himself who can 
bring us to see Christ in all 
men. 

Thus we live in a beautiful 
circle of love. We love Christ. 
By loving Him we love all in 
Him. As we love all in Him, 
we love Him more. As we 
grow in one we grow in the 
other. For the two cannot be 
separated. “For if you say 
you love God but do not love 
your neighbor you are a liar. 
For how can you love God 
whom you do not see if you 
do not love your neighbor 
whom you see?” 

Of course you cannot truly 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Christmas . . . The familiar story . . . A stable, 
a manger, a Baby, a virgin-mother, shepherds... . 
carols ... presents... Christmas trees . . . good will 
to allmen... 


Do we ever stop to consider the utter desolation 
of that birth? The loneliness of it? The startling pain 
of the man who became the Foster-Father of God? 
The wound of a deeper pain, that lay heavy and hidden 
in the heart of Miriam the Virgin Mother? 


Was this the welcome of the Messiah, awaited 
by the World? Was this to be the pattern of infinite 
years? This utter rejection by His creatures of both 
Himself and His love? 


His birth was the beginning of His passion. The 
wood of the manger was the precursor of the wood 
of the cross. 


Was the sea of love, the essence of this little 
body poured out in vain? Was His warm and healing 
smile lost, wasted, on a cold indifferent world, that 
would reject its very Source, and, anew with every 
generation, crucify It with cruel mockery and wanton 
jest? It seems like it. Does it not? 


Behold our century, one thousand and _ nirie 
hundred years removed from the historical moment 
of the birth of Christ! Behold our cold hearts, our 
empty souls, our days spent in the worship of self, 
worrying only about the altars of those hideous idols 
we have created out of our own substance. 


Legion is their name. To mention but a few... 
SECURITY ... POWER...WEALTH... HEALTH... 
« BEAUTY OF BODY... These ideals, our own dis- 
torted images are what we really worship. 


Babe of Bethlehem. . . have mercy on us. Send 
Your angels to call us to Your feet. Send us Your 
graces, to open our blind eyes, so that, prostrating 
ourselves before Your utter destitution, we may find 
in its infinite richness, a laver of our sins. 


Cleansed by Your divine Presence, we may 
bring You, this Christmas, the gift of self. Strip us 
naked of it, and fill us with Your love, making us 
strong with Your strength. And help us to become as 
little children, who alone shall enter heaven. 


. As little children we shall see easily through 
the tinsel of wealth, power security. And we _ shall 
reject all of them for Your sake, embracing but one 
thing, desiring but one thing, living but one thing... 
YOUR LOVE. 


Sear us with the sparks of Your Fire. We can 
then indeed bring the true message of Your Birth to 
a world that has forgotten its very meaning... and 
thus restore it, and all that dwell therein, to your 
Father in Heaven, Who so loved us as to send You to 
redeem us. Amen. 


A contrit 
and bumble art, 
ord, 


Thou wilt not despise 














FIVE 


The snow is melting, but 
in a sullen, ungracious, and 
ungraceful fashion. It is as 
though it does not want to 
relinquish the foothold it has 
gained on these few acres 
of God’s earth; as though 
it resents the midness of the 
day, the clemency of the sun, 
the gentleness of the wind; 
as though it couldn’t take 
defeat. 

If you listen to it, not so 
much with your ears as with 
your imagination, you can 
hear a few.of its remarks. 
It gives you a new idea of 
melting snow. 

Listen to that patch on the 
road, already half snow and 
half slush. It is shouting at 
an approaching car. “Watch 
it, Mister, watch it; where 
do you think you are; Fifth 
avenue?” The car plows into 
it, shooting it high, spread- 
ing it all over the roadway, 
turning some of it into dirty 
water. 

Snow Way To Talk 

“Capitalist,” the muddy 
water gurgles, as it seeks the 
ditch. “Filthy capitalist 








comrades. And all roads 
blocked.” 

And that graying, thin- 
ning, scrofulous-loo king 
snow under the pines — 
listen! 

“Hey, you! Point them 
needles another way. Look 
who you’re dripping on! 
What do you think you are, 
you bourgeois imperialist? 
You war-mongering puppets 
of Wall street! You inter- 
national gangsters! You 
hate-breeding fascist devils! 
Death to all pine trees! Pine 
trees are the opium of the 
upper world. Pine trees are 
the blood-suckers of the 
snow. All pines must go.” 

You wouldn’t think snow 
could be that vicious, would 
you? But then, things that 
fall from heaven— 

Of course the snow didn’t 
fall as far as Lucifer and his 
rebellious angels. But it 
comes to the same thing. 

Remember how beautiful 
that snow was when you first 
saw it? The big flakes. Each 
one a lovely geometrical de- 
sign. Each one different from 
the billions of others. How 
softly those flakes fell. How 
silently. Like sleep on a 
baby’s eyes, you said. Like 
nightfall on a tired hill. Like 
the thought of God’s good- 
ness coming into the mind 
of a mother tending a sick 
child. 

Snow Caked; Not Flaked 

But now the snow is not 
so white. It is a compact 





mass. It is not a sky full of 


ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 








Cind blessed be he who 
gave the manger shape 


swine. Comes the revolution 
all autos will go in the ditch. 
And the snow will cover 
everything. A white world, 











flakes. It is a discontented 
element; routed, and in 
stubborn and inglorious re- 
treat. 

Well—it isn’t the only 
thing around here that looks 
disgruntled today. The 
chickens came into the yard 
against their better judg- 
ment this morning, and after 
a long hesitation at the 
door of the hen house. The 
pigs—the pigs remained in 
their sty. 

The sky was gray, and the 
sun was smeared with fog or 
mist or some sort of slimy 
cloud. It looked like silver 
some little boy or girl didn’t 
clean. It looked as if you 
should take a rag, get up on 
a step-ladder, and wipe the 
scum off its surface. 

Maybe the appearance of 
the sun had a lot to do with 
the disaffection of the snow 
and the chickens and the 
pigs. And the people who 
come around. 

“Bad day,” 


a neighbor 


says as he passes. 
“Yeah,” I answer. “But 
maybe it’ll clear up.” 
“Peculiar weather,” an- 


other neighbor hazards. 

“Trregular,” I tell him, “to 
say the least.” 

What would we do here in 
the country if we didn’t have 
any weather? 

“Hum,” my neighbor 
would say as he went by. 

“Um,” I would respond. 

“Ugh,” the second neigh- 
bor would remark. 

“Da,” I would say. 

Enconium For Weather 


There’s something you can 
say about the weather, no 
matter whether you like it 
or not. It gives us a common 
subject to discuss, and it 
shows us we are all funda- 
mentally alike. Your neigh- 
bor gets just as wet as you 
do in the rain, whether he is 
black, white, brown, red, 
yellow, Presbyterian, Catho- 
lic, Jew, Pagan, Conserva- 
tive, Democrat, Liberal, 
Farmer-Labor, Communist, 
American, Russian, Latvian, 
or Canadian. He gets just as 
hot in the sun. He gets just 
as apathetic and grumbly as 
you in weather like this. 

You might say we’re like 
the snow too, and like the 
chickens and the pigs. We 
complain aloud about this 
melting business, this silly 
blurred sun, this dull gray 
sky, this wishy-washy tem- 
perature, this wind that is 
neither hot nor cold, neither 
fierce nor gentle. 

We react to the weather 
as the animals and the birds 
react. And maybe we can 
figure out, from that most 
evident fact, that we are all 
pretty closely related. And 

(Continued on Page Four) 





The B’s Corner 


Daily I realize more forci- 
bly the differences between 
the Rural and City lay apos- 
tolates. And I feel that the 
Lord has indeed given me 
the graces of constant learn- 
ing, by having placed me in 
the permanent school of this 
apostolate of ours. What an 
infinite privilege this is! My 
heart fills to overflowing 
with gratitude at the 
thought of it. 

But, humanly speaking, it 
is a hard school. Just when 
you think you have mastered 
the rudiments of this new 
learning, you find yourself 
back again in first grade. 

That is exactly what hap- 
pened to me when I came to 
Combermere to open the 
first branch of Friendship 
House’s rural apostolate. 
Toronto, Hamilton, Ottawa, 
Harlem, Chicago branches 
had taught me to develop 
the techniques necessary to 
handle the many problems 
in the field of Catholic social 
reconstruction, to which FH 
as a whole is dedicated. I 
thought for sure I knew the 
score. 

But Here—Uh! Uh! 

But, in this new apostolate 
of ours, in the backwoods of 
Canada, I. found I was 
wrong. Much had to be 
learned. I began all over 
again. 

Take just the matter of 
distances. How far removed 
is the rural apostolate from 
that of the congested cities! 
That very congestion helps 
the city apostles to reach, 
easily and quickly, those 
they wish to serve and help, 
and those on whom they 
depend for.funds and other 
essentials in helping others. 

Electric lights. Hospitals. 
Doctors. Various social agen- 
cies. Stores. Churches, 
Priests. All close at hand. So 
close that often a _ simple 
telephone call will bring 
either the needed people or 
the necessary services in a 
matter of minutes. 

The organization of wom- 
en’s clubs, youth activities, 
co-ops, credit unions, adult 
education, seminars, open 
forums, lectures of all types, 
study clubs, and the thous- 
and and one other services 
that go into the making of 
the apostolate of Friendship 
House, are a comparatively 
simple matter in cities; as is 
the recruiting of Volunteers, 
who help so efficiently with 
the running of these. Not to 
mention that the need for 
all the above is so acute in 
the slum areas of big cities 
that folks just flock to take 
advantage of them. 

Hence it is often only a 
matter of months for the 
work of the apostolate to 
become known, and the news 
of it to spread, bringing 
bishops, priests, and lay- 
people from all parts of the 
“hed and from afar, to visit 
it. 











Special Room Needed 

Names of visitors, bene- 
factors, and interested part- 
les grow until a special room 
must be made for the files 
that contain them. Financial 
aid flows in a steady stream 
from all the above. 

The life lived in the city 
slums by the Staff Workers 
of Friendship House is there 
for all to see and touch. The 
whole ideal and way of life 
of our specific apostolate gets 
known quickly, attracting a 
constant flow of new staff 
workers—the personnel that 
mans all FHs. It also brings 
invitations from Ordinaries 
of new diocese, asking us to 
open new branches. 

Compare this with the 
rural apostolate. 

(Continued on Page Three) 
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Snow. Crisp blue shadows 
on its immaculate white- 
ness. Sunsets that throw the 
mantle of Joseph over our 
severe northern landscape, 
making it glow with the 
thousand colors of the far 
East. 

Spices in the air. From 
Christmas cakes a-baking 
everywhere. From plum pud- 
dings rich and brown. 

It gets dark early. But the 
soft mellow lights of oil 
lamps bring fairyland near- 
er home. Everyone makes 
ready for Christ’s agg von 

Madonna House family 
has increased with Lorraine 
Cote and Dorothy Phillips, 
the two new staff workers; 
and with three young men 
in search of a Star... the 
star of the love of God in 
the Lay Apostolate. 


We are expecting Bob Lax 
back from Paris, Rome, and 
points European, any day 
now. And we are also expect- 
ing quite a crowd of our 
Summer School “grads.” 
Wish I could tell how many. 
Knowing young appetites, 
and the effect of fresh, cold 
winter air on them...Iam 
vainly trying to figure out 
how big the Christmas cake 
must be; and how many 
pounds the plum-pudding 
must have to satisfy all. 

SOS—Start Or Starve 


SOS ... Will all those com- 
ing for the holidays let me 
know soon? 

A new idea is germinating 
in my mind .. . I have been 
thinking of priests lately. As 
I grow older, I sense their 
tremendous office more 
clearly. I feel too, a priest’s 
infinite loneliness and hard- 
ship. And it came to me 
that there must be many a 
priest in need of a few weeks’ 
vacation, or rest. 

Here we have humble but 
pleasant premises; a cottage 
to offer, nice warm and 
cozy; with plenty of whole- 
some, simple food to go with 
it, and healthy fresh air to 
breathe — if you choose to 
breathe it. 

So, in Christ’s name, we 
extend a cordial invitation 
to any priest in need of the 
above, to get in touch with 
us. 
Father William Dwyer, of 
the Lonely Hills, has a 
dream. It centers around a 
house he has. It is a good 
log-house, with three rooms 
downstairs, and four up- 
stairs. IF ... he had a thous- 
and dollars to start with, and 
another thousand to finish 
with, he could renovate the 
House. He could make a 
lovely kitchen from the lean- 
to that is there now. That 
would give him room to 
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build another bedroom and 
an inside bathroom. (Most 
houses here have only out- 
side bathroom facilities.) 
Then ... we could have a 
branch of our Friendship 
House there! 

Recently we visited Mada- 
waska Village. Joe Rush, 
Patricia Conners, ‘“Flewy,” 
and I went through the 
house. And, strange as_ it 
may seem, that empty place 
suddenly clothed itself for 
us in the coziness and the 
beauty of simplicity and 
holy poverty. 

Presto! A Library 

The front room became a 
library. We could see _ the 
shelves full of good Catholic 
books, in gay covers. There 
was a big table in the middle 
for folks to sit around and 
talk about God and_ the 
things of God. Another room 
blossomed with chairs and 
settees; and we just could 
see the young and old folks 
having meetings there to 
help the community and the 
Church, to run study Clubs, 
or perhaps a lecture or two. 


The new large kitchen 
smelled good for us. It could 
so easily be used to teach 
classes in cooking, or good 
nutrition. We felt sure too 
that it would be there, over 
a nice cup of tea, that the 
final resolutions of an even- 
ing’s discussions would be 
found. 

The basement, large and 
roomy, would make an ideal 
clothing room, to give away 
clothing to those who need 
it so much. 

Any $2,000 Ideas? 

Suddenly the spell was 
broken . .. by Father. He 
wanted to know if anyone 
had any ideas where the two 
thousand dollars might come 


from? 

None of. us had. TWO 
THOUSAND! How much, 
and how little, it is. It would 
not pay for a mink coat... 
a good diamond . . . Many 
people spend more for a trip 
to Florida. 


But for a little village lost 
on the edge of nowhere, lying 
in a hollow between huge 
hills in the Northland of 
Canada... it seems so much. 
Yet it could buy happiness, 
peace, joy. It would bring 
souls to God. SOULS TO 
GOD! What price a soul? 


Is there anyone blessed 
with this world’s goods who 
is willing to lay at the pierc- 
ed feet of Christ .. . TWO 
THOUSAND DOLLARS? Or 
two people who have ONE 
THOUSAND EACH? If there 
are—write us, c/o Restora- 
tion, Combermere, Ontario, 
Canada. 











A Birthday 








Fancy being three years 
old, beginning on one’s 
fourth year, and being able 
to write folks about it! But 
that is just what we can do 
.. . for with this December 
issue we begin Volume IV, 
Number 1, of RESTORA- 
TION. 

It is nice to have a birth- 
day in the same month as 
Our Lord’s. That sort of 
brings us closer to Him, and 
makes us want to love Him 
ever more, and serve Him 
better. And since one has 
the privilege of asking for 
specific gifts on one’s birth- 

ay, we ask this grace of 
Him, in the utter simplicity 
of our smallness, that we 
might in the coming year do 
just that, through RESTOR- 
ATION ., . love Him more, 





and make others love Him 
more . . . serve Him better in 
all our readers, and serve our 
neighbors in Him. Children 
have no inhibitions (thanks 
be to God). And since in 
years we belong to them, 
neither have we. So, in the 
same simplicity, we turn to 
you friends who have made 
RESTORATION possible for 
the last three years, and beg 
you to help its sturdy growth 
for the coming year, BY RE- 
NEWING YOUR SUBSCRIP- 
TION .. BY PASSING 
YOUR COPY TO OTHERS 
... BY GETTING US ONE 
MORE SUBSCRIBER. For 
we still have some way to go 
toward that dream goal of 
ours — FIVE THOUSAND 
SUBSCRIPTIONS! 





HOW IT FEELS TO BE A 
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love your neighbor if you do 
not love Christ. It is a 
natural impossibility. It is 
only through Christ that we 
can truly love all men. 
Through prayer, through 
contemplation, Love becomes 
known to us. And through 
the Mass, the greatest act of 
Love. 

At Mass we lay at the feet 
of Christ all our hopes, fears, 
joys, sorrows, all the pain of 
all the world. With Him we 
begin each day as a clean 
beginning, not looking back- 
wards at what wasn’t accom- 
plished yesterday, nor look- 
ing forward to the trials to- 
morrow may bring. Each 
morning our hearts must be 
emptied of selfishness and 
discouragement, so that He 
can fill them to overflowing 
with His love only—His love 
that encompasses the whole 
world but shows itself best 





O, Lord, 
your Word 
is the light 

of my 


footsteps 


when contained in the hum- 
an heart. What a gracious 


and glorious gift! He no 
longer walks the earth in 
human form; He gives Him- 
self to us in our _ hearts 
that we may have the priv- 
ilege of showing Him to 
the world, as Mary showed 
Him to the shepherds and 
the wise men. 
Plenty of Laughs 

There is joy and laughter 
in our life. So much laughter 
in the world is hollow. The 
world is full of pain, suffer- 
ing, tears, yet we can be joy- 
ful, we can laugh. Not be- 
cause we do not care, nor 
because we are trying to 
escape — after all we are 
dedicated to care, to face it 
squarely. It is a paradox and 
we do not attempt to explain 
it fully, except that we can 
not be morose when we have 
the grace of Christ in our 
souls, thoagh suffering and 

ain are staring us full in 
he face. 

It is a gift of His divine 
love. And what does it all 
add up to? Restoring all 
things in Christ — love — 
service — sacrifice. A puzzle- 
ment to the world — poverty, 
chastity, obedience — while 
the world seeks money, fame, 
the gratification of the 
senses, freedom from any 
kind of discipline. A life lived 
in the defiance of the world 
and yet right in the world— 
in the very center of it. 

These are words easy to 
write, difficult to live. We 
believe them. And when we 
look upwards, we see the face 
of Christ dimly. But we see 
it. We cling to the dust of 
the earth and are choked by 
it; so we often fall, and we 
often stumble. But we try to 
go on — to the end of the 
dusty road. 

May Christ, Who is the Way, 
show us the way more and 
more clearly! 





AMONG THE LONELY 
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images of God) housed (a 
better word would be hid- 
den) in that front of theirs, 
from the pastor. 

Pin Hole View 

That front: The Venetian 
blind inspection, the pin-hole 
view of his (the priest’s) life; 
the misunderstanding; the 
cantankerous opposition; 
the patronizing attitude; the 
narrowness. 

I wear a Roman collar, 
sometimes. I want you to 
know, that apart from chaf- 
ing my neck a little, it does 
not make me any different 
from other men. I don’t wear 
that collar when I am ob- 
liged to crawl under the car, 
when I am cranking a “con- 
founded” chore-horse driven 
pump, cleaning out the cess- 
pool or fishing Mrs. Canuck’s 
urchin of eight out of the 
watering-hole mud. 

As a very young curate I 
became allergic to apple- 
sauce and soft soap... You 
know the kind . . . The la- 
vender scented dowager with 
the watery, glittering eyes, 
telling the young priest, that 
his sermon was a flowing 
poem of angelic phraseology 
... And the trailing arbutus 
maidens, of modern ilk, goo- 
ing forth the old unction, 
accompanied by serpentine 
hip-gesture and tossing of 
mane .. . His profile and 
locks, his laughter were just 
too, too, divine.— 

And why do all the hand- 
some men have to go on for 
the Church?... 

It goes without saying 
that a priest appreciates 
honest praise. At least, I 
would, if I were to receive 
some, which I don’t. People 
do not praise the priest, be- 
cause they expect him to 
have no faults at all. A curi- 
ous thing about this is that 
they keep a very sharp eye 
out for the said faults, just 
the same. Should they hap- 
pen to ferret out one or two, 
imaginary or not—Oh, Boy! 

My Kicking Liver 

No matter what I do to 
make the right impression, 
a different interpretation is 
placed upon it... The time 
my liver was kicking up a bit, 
I was really sick in body and 
tired mentally and I felt 
downright “cussed” and 
severe ... do you know what 
they said of me? 

“Huh! He is just trying to 
look pious and saintly.” 

And if I do ty to be pious 
and zealous, by cracking 
down on evil wherever it may 
lurk, or with _ bubbling 
energy try to spur the lazy 
or indifferent on to “works” 
as well as “Faith,” I am told 
in no mistaken terms, that 
I am overbearing, bossy, and 
personal, in my remarks and 
actions. 

When I take a personal 
interest in soméone’s wel- 
fare, spiritual or material, 
they maintain I should love 
everybody in the parish with 
the same zeal. And if I make 
a pretty good stab at loving 
the general public by show- 
ing all how they can derive 
benefits in soul and body, 
that attempt is smeared with 
the taint of “bluffing” or 
hypocrisy. 

It is quite a dilemma! 
More next time. 


vv 





THE B’S CORNER 
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The whole idea of such a 
lay apostolate is foreign, 
alas, to the farmers. It takes 
years for the barest outlines 
of its way of life, techniques, 
and goals, to penetrate an 
environment utterly  un- 
familiar with even the ordin- 
ary Settlement House, let 
alone one that is run on a 
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supernatural basis, and 
whose staff embraces a voca- 
tion of poverty and in- 
security, and aims at per- 
sonal sanctification through 
its way of life. 

Visitors are far and few 
between, and the only source 
of both volunteer labor, and 
future increase in personnel, 
are the young people who 
come to visit for a month or 
two through the year, or 
those who take part in our 
Summer School of Catholic 
Action—a by-product of our 
apostolate — and maybe a 
few summer visitors, who 
stop in for a day or two dur- 
ing their vacation trips. 

Picture Is Unclear 

The “set-up” of Madonna 
House does not, we fear, 
present a clear picture to 
these, or to the members of 
our local community which 
we so greatly desire to serve. 
For there are no “rural 
slums,” strictly speaking. 
There is terrible and great 
poverty in spots. There may 
even be whole blighted areas. 
But seldom are these found 
by the casual passer-by. He 
beholds only beautiful lands- 
capes, and “quaint and pic- 
turesque” spots. 

Absent, too, is the shock 
of seeing people living in a 
squalid slum for the sheer 
love of God and neighbor. 
For it stands to reason that 
any group of lay apostolates, 
Friendship House _ included, 
needs larger quarters than 
does an ordinary farm- 
family. And usually, in areas 
that need a lay apostolate, 
such quarters are hard to 
come by. 

Thus often, as it happened 
to us in Marathon City, Wis., 
in Newburg, N.Y., and here 
in Combermere, one house 
alone is found suitable for 
the work, and for the group 
that does the work. And 
that one house is bigger, and 
usually far more pleasant 
than the smaller ones on the 
farms adjacent. To many 
around us this represents a 
“sign of wealth.” Thus the 
group working in such sur- 
roundings has a handicap to 
overcome. 

Their standard of poverty 
is just the same as that of 
their city brethren. But it is 
less obvious, less spectacular, 
and, by its very “hidden- 
ness,” harder to show to both 
the skeptical visitor and the 
local citizen. 

Slow And Difficult 


Slow is this process of 
“showing,” and hard for the 
soul on fire with the love of 
God and souls to take. But 
quite evidently this is neces- 
sary. The answer to it lies, 
of course, in making all the 
“niceness” of the premises 
available to the Community; 
making everybody feel at 
home there, opening the 
doors wide to all in need of 
its services. This and this 
alone will slowly but surely 
erase this primary handicap. 

Back now to the problem 
of distance that makes the 
organization of the usual 
works of FH such a difficult 
one in the rural areas. Take 
a Woman’s Club. Surely this 
is much needed in the coun- 
try, where people live scat- 
tered along many miles and 
have few opportunities for 
relaxation and social recrea- 
tion in common. Snow, rain, 
sleet, and country roads all 
mitigate against such a ven- 
ture. Infinite patience and 
perseverence is needed to 
reach such a simple goal. 

The same applies to Youth 
Activities. Handicrafts in- 
terest many. Dances attract 
all. Story-hours appeal to the 
younger ones, especially 
when they &re foliowed by 
a nice cup of cocoa and some 
home-made cookies. Game 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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Tony and Martin 


By Anthony Constable 











The Chaplain answered 
the phone, then said to me 
excitedly, “You better get 
Martin on the job right a- 
way; there’s a plane coming 
in for an emergency landing; 
it’s having trouble getting 
its wheels down.” : 

We rushed to the runway. 
The emergency crew was al- 
ready there, and every one 
saw the plane as it came in- 
to view. “Martin, get those 
wheels down,” I begged for 
what seemed an eternity. 

Everybody breathed a sigh 
of relief as the wheels went 
slowly into their proper 
place. “Martin took care of 
that in good time,” the chap- 
lin remarked. “Why don’t 
you get him after your pal 
Red? I’ve missed him at 
Mass lately.” 

Sundays Are Tough 

“It’s kind of tough to get 
up Sunday mornings,” Red 
told me. “But if I had some- 
one to call me I’d get there.” 

“Getting in earlier on Sat- 
urday would help a great 
deal,” I said. “I’ll be most 
willing to come down for you 
if you promise to do your 
share.” 

Sunday after Sunday I 
went for him. But frequently 
he had just got to bed and 
it was impossible to get him 
up. One morning, in disgust 
I said, “Some day you’re go- 
ing to learn the hard way.” 

Not long afterward, Red 
went flying with one of his 
pals. Their fuel was low as 
they neared the field on their 
return. As they were about 
to land, word came from the 
control tower that they were 
to clear the field for incom- 
ing traffic. 

“Climb to ten thousand 
feet and circle the field until 
told to come down,” was the 
order. 

In doing this they drifted 
farther and farther from the 
field. Then, with the gas 
gauge registering O, the pilot 
lost his bearing. ‘“You’d 
better get ready to jump,” 
he said. 

“Jump?” Red choked as 
he struggled to get his heart 
back where it belonged. 
“Quit your kidding.” 

Jumps Are Tough Too 

“It’s no joke!” the pilot barked. 


“We’re out of gas and I _ don’t 
know where we are. Jump!” 

Red pleaded with the pilot to 
risk a landing but to no avial; the 
pilot said that it would be suicide. 
Red finally prepared to jump but, 
when the prop wash hit him, he 
lost his nerve. 

There was little time left. The 
pilot, according to rules, couldn’t 
jump until Red went first, so he 
commenced to hurl insults at him. 
Thereupon Red braced up, said 
“Let’s pray,” closed his eyes, 
jumped, and pulled the cord. 

The angel of mercy took hold 
and brought him down safely, but 
with just enough jar to make him 
remember the ordeal for the rest 
of his life. The pilot followed just 
as the plane started to cough its 
way to total destruction. 

Red was relating his experience 
to a large group when I entered. 
He looked at me sheepishly and 
said, ““You’ll have no more trouble 
in getting me to church from now 
on.” 





FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 
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there are some of us who are 
almost ready to break down 
and confess to a slight sus- 
picion we may all be children 
of God; hence we may all be 
brothers and sisters under 
the Fatherhood of God. 

So it’s a bad day, neigh- 
bor? Well, God made it. 
God’s melting the snow for 
His own purposes. And— 

Listen to the snow again. 
It’s talking in a _ different 
strain now. It’s just got the 
idea of God. 

“So God’s going to turn 
us flakes back into drops of 
water? Boy, we’ll have a lot 
of fun. Last one into the 
river’s a you - know - what. 
Hey, I hope we go back up 
into the sky with the mist 
that’s rising everywhere. 
Won’t it be fun to fall down 
again? Maybe we can trickle 
down some old man’s red 
neck and make him mad! 
Maybe we can hit a daffodil 
and make it grow. You ever 
see a daffodfl? God made 
them too, like He made 
water, snow, sleet, ice, hail, 
people, chickens, and pigs. 
Come on, let’s sing a psalm 
in praise of God.” 

Imagination! A magnific- 
ent hearing aid. Let’s join in, 
singing the psalm of the 
snow. 


oO 





THE B’S CORNER 


(Continued from Page Three) 
nights would be popular too. 
But — enters DISTANCE 
AGAIN. 

Boys and girls walk miles 
to school here—and miles 
back to home where the in- 
evitable farm chores await 
them daily. To have all the 
activities mentioned above 
means walking miles again. 
Naturally then, the introduc- 
tion of youth activities must 
be slow. 

A Holy Impatience 

The crying need for nurs- 
ing, and for medical services, 
is apparent. The latter, truce, 
is available with a little 
patience and much hopeful- 
ness. But the former is woe- 
fully lacking. Oh! the holy 
impatience that possesses us 
all to give it to those around 
us. 

But how can we persuade 
the indifferent world ‘“out- 
side” that this is the case? 
How can we find funds and 
nurses to inaugurate it? 

This brings me to the 
financial aspect of a rural 
lay apostolic venture. All of 
this must be done BY MAIL. 
Where is one to find words 


adequate to’ present the’ 


infinite needs to be filled? 
How can anyone, via a type- 
writer and a sheet of paper, 
convey despair, sickness, 
nakedness, hunger, loneli- 
ness, poverty? 

How is one to explain that 
we of Madonna House are 
happy, gloriously so, to give 
all we have to this distant 
apostolate .. . but that all 
we have to give is our lives— 
which have no cash value on 
the markets of the world? 

Yes there is a vast differ- 
ence between the City and 





Rural apostolate. Both are 
needed. But the second de- 
mands of its apostles the 
perfect practice of the vir- 
tues of Patience and Per- 
severence, of utter trust in 
God’s Providence. It also 
demands of each of us the 
ability to carry the cross of 
misunderstanding and false 
accusations without flinch- 
ing. 
But it is worth it! 





A Letter 
To St. Nicholas 


Dear St. Nick; 

This year we of Madonna 
House decided that we too 
want to write you a letter, 
even as all the kids around 
here do. 

For are you not the Christ 
Child’s messenger, and the 
bearer of His gifts? 

So please note, we would 
like subscriptions to maga- 
zines—our favorite ones: 

‘THE COMMONWEAL 

AMERICA 

GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 

INTEGRITY 

THE SIGN 

THE SUN HERALD—that 
nice Catholic Daily publish- 
ed in Kansas City. 

Thank you, dear Saint. 


—Madonna House Staff 
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In Praise of Work 


H By Catherine Doherty 








We have lost, it seems, all 
sense of direction. Truth 
seems to have hidden her 
face from us, because we 
have turned away ours from 
her source, which is God. 


We of the twentieth 
century tread water and be- 
guile ourselves in thinking 
we are swimming. 

Goal-less, road-less, fright- 
ened and _ bewildered, we 
make gods of passing things, 
of shadows without  sub- 
stance, trying to convince 





ourselves with all the might 
of our’ starved hearts that 
the shoddy tinsel we hug so 
tightly to our hearts, is pure 
gold. 

But in the _ soundless 
depths of our souls, we know 
better. And this half-buried, 
hidden knowledge, instead of 
spurring us on to arise and 
turn our faces God-ward, 
frightens us, who are so 
faint of heart, and sends us 
with renewed frenzy to take 
false gods unto ourselves. 

What Is Work? 

One of the “directions,” 
the truths of God, that we 
have lost, is that of WORK. 
We have ceased to know the 
true philosophy of work. Its 
theology utterly escapes us. 
Its beauty, comeliness, joy, 
fruitfulness, creativeness, its 
powers of healing, restoring, 
making whole again, have 
become unknown quantities 
to us. 

Worse, the _ intelligence 
God has so graciously given 
us, we use to invent thous- 
ands of ways to eschew what 
little work we have to do. We 
excuse this heresy by saying 
that by this we give ourselves 
more time. 

Time for what? Time to 
waste 0n bubbles. Time for 
temptations to become root- 
ed in us, flowering in sins. 
Time lying idle for the 
Prince of Darkness to use in 
weaving a net of perdition 
around us. 

And all the while WORK 
... MANUAL LABOR 
PRAYER .. . awaits us. Pa- 
tiently it stands outside the 
doors of our hearts, ready at 
a moment’s notice to enter 
into this inner house and set 
it in order, that the Lord 
Christ may come and dwell 
therein and feel at home. 

All work is holy. Through 
it we walk the Royal Road 
of Christ. Thus it was de- 
creed unto the end of time. 
There is no other way to God 
save through WORK. 

Behold how the Church 
uses this hallowed word... 
THE WORKS OF CORPOR- 
AL MERCY . . THE WORKS 
OF SPIRITUAL MERCY. 
These cover man and the 
earth he dwells on, for they 
encompass prayer and sacri- 
fice, and intellectual and 
physical labor. They come to 
a point on Calvary and in a 
Cross .. . on which hung a 
Carpenter, who worked with 
His hands, and a God who 
worked with His_ perfect 
creative mind in a flame of 
love. 

Hard Work Is Holy 

All work is holy. But we 
seem to have forgotten this. 
Especially have we forgotten 
that MANUAL LABOR IS 
HOLY. Perhaps it is because 
so few of us read or pray the 
psalms these hectic days... 


Look down upon Thy ser- 
vants O Lord, 

The WORKS OF THY 
HANDS, and direct their 
children. 

And let the blessing of the 
Lord our God 

Be upon us, and direct 
thee WORKS OF OUR 
HANDS, OVER US. 

Yea, THE WORKS of our 
hands do Thou direct! 





The hands of God... and 
the hands of men... both 
WORK. Or at least His do. 

Do ours? Not if one be- 
holds the outward signs of 
an invisible sin. Behold the 
modern hands... of women. 
Long sharp nails, carefully 
and fastidiously trimmed to 
resemble almonds. Bright 
with nail polish of many 
hues. Proclaiming to the 
whole world the false god of 
idleness they worship. 

HOW CAN HANDS WITH 
NAILS SO BRITTLE, SO 
FRAGILE, DO ANY WORK? 
One can hardly imagine 
them nursing the sick... 
cooking a meal. . . making 
a loaf of fragrant bread... 
sweeping, dusting .. . prais- 
ing the Lord through a snow- 
white wash, or a perfectly 
ironed one. 

Behold the hands of men 
... made to work in the fields 
and grow food for their 
families and other men to 
eat, to shape wood for beauty 
and rest, to work in iron and 
steel .. . made to glorify God 
through all the materials at 
hand, and with the ripple of 
every muscle. 

Work And Dream 

Men still do, in our tragic 
days, work with their hands. 
But most of them, as they 
do, dream the dreams of 
ceasing soon to work at all. 
Their false god is a white, 


starched collar ... one too 
tight for their powerful 
necks... and uncomfortable 


. -{in more ways than one . 


but a symbol of a heresy that 
belongs to a world divorced 
from God and the things of 
God. 

How can we restore MAN- 
UAL LABOR... WORK... 
ALL WORK ...TO CHRIST? 


God works in mysterious 
ways. It may come to pass 
that His instrument of res- 
toration will be a_ hidden, 
humble lay sister named 
Josefa, who belonged to the 
Congregation of the Relig- 
ious of the Sacred Heart. 

Through her, God may be- 
gin to restore work unto 
Himself, by increasing, first, 
the vocations to the Lay 
Sisterhood, which, along 
with the whole idea of man- 
ual labor, have almost van- 


ished from the face of the 


earth. 

As war brings men a renewed 
flood of vocations to the Trappists, 
whose life is spent in_ silence, 
prayer, and manual labor, Josefa’s 
war with the devil may bring a 
flood of working women into our 
convents. 

Through her, the Lord may 
show young women the fulness of 
the life at Nazareth. He might lift 
the veil of years and sentimental 
piety, and present His own Mother 
as she really was, a housewife, a 
mother, a spouse, a woman busy 
at the sublime creative work of 
her kingdom, His home on earth. 


Scrubbing a Floor 


Instinctively we imagine Naz- 
areth’s house to be spotless. But 
do we know today what goes into 
that spotlessness? Have we ex- 
perienced the utter joy of scrub- 
bing a floor? Do we know how to 
make it a prayer? A song of love, 
of gladness? Have we recited the 
litany of dusting and sweeping, 
whose end is a home _ bedecked 
with cleanliness. Or are _ these 
humble tasks irritatingly monoton- 
ous to us? 

(To Be Continued) 
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